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Summary: Wing has just finished his shower and Otto comes up with a 
plan to tell Wing how he feels; even if it's in a rather unorthodox 
way. edit: this is getting kind of complex but whatever 


1 . Chapter 1 

Wing emerged from the bathroom in boxers after he had finished his 
shower. Otto looked up from the book he was examining to see his room 
mate attempting to dry his hair. Otto looked over the boy's toned 
body and noticed scars, particularly a long on that traveled from his 
shoulder down to his hip. Otto smirked slightly as an idea formed in 
his head. 

A while ago, not long after arriving at H.I.V.E. Otto had developed 
what he had calculated at the time as a small crush. He figured he 
would be over it soon enough and tried to ignore it. But it was, as 
he found out, very difficult to get over a person that slept in the 
same room as you every night and had an aggravating habit of lounging 
around in minimal clothing. Otto had even consulted H.I.V.E. mind 
about his feelings but all he got was a vague and irrelevant answer. 
He had come to the conclusion that he would have to live with it 
(quite literally in this case) . 

He had also decided it was probably in his best interests to try and 
pursue this person, who happens to be Wing, because it would not only 
clear up space in his already busy mind but I would also give him 
some peace. Peace was a valuable thing. 

Wing had noticed Otto's uncharacterist ic behavior, it was hard to 
miss. But he had been secretly observing Otto with others to see if 
he could pinpoint the source of Otto's problem. He had come to the 
conclusion it had to do with himself. 


At first he was concerned someone had spilled the beans about Wing's 
own secret crush, seeing as Otto only acted unusual around Wing 



especially when he was less clothed than usual. (In all honesty Wing 
didn't like wearing the jumpsuits all that much and whatever chance 
he had he would change out of it and into something more comfortable. 
It just so happened that comfortable was defined as minimal.) He 
initially wore less around the dorm because he was testing to see if 
that did anything to set Otto off guard. But it then evolved into him 
being amused but how Otto would react. One time when Wing had come 
out of the bathroom as usual, Otto had looked up, gone beet red, and 
then bolted out of the room. Wing wasn't sure why, he was wearing 
what he normally would, or wouldn't. 

A thought popped into Wing's head that day. 'What if Otto likes me?' 
When Wing first thought of it he thought it sounded ridiculous and 
optimistic. But as he dwelled on it late at night it was sounding 
more and more accurate. 

Wing had noticed Otto's staring and for once decided to act upon it. 
"Is there something you wish to know?" Wing inquired. But instead of 
Otto being flustered and babbling excuses he rose from his seat and 
walked over to Wing. 

"Yes actually, I want to know about _this_ scar." As he emphasized 
'this' his traced his finger over the long scar from Wing's shoulder 
to his hip. Wing wasn't prepared for that response and shivered 
slightly from Otto's cool fingertips. 

Wing took a deep breath and said "I got that when sparring with my 
sensei for the first time. I wasn't used to using sharp blades and I 
let my guard down for only a second. My sensei took advantage of it 
and gave me this scar." 

Otto looked slightly perplexed. "Why would your sensei try to scar 
you? " 

Wing had thought about this himself. "I don't think his intent was to 
scar me but to remind me not to let my guard down again." Wing smiled 
to himself thinking of his old teacher. He had been tough on Wing but 
when they left the dojo Wing saw that his teacher was a kind man and 
only wanted his students to do their best. 

Otto's plan had backfired somewhat. He actually didn't want to know 
about the scar. But a new idea emerged. 

"What about this scar?" Otto had pointed to a scar on wing's shoulder 
that traveled over to his back. 

Wing collected his hair and tied it up in a ponytail. "I got that 
when I was trying to sheath my katana, and missed the sheath." Wing 
remembered it well. It was a rather embarrassing memory. 

"And this one?" Otto had walked around to see Wing's back and he 
traced to path of a scar that led across from his spine to the left 
side of his ribcage. 

Wing had shivered slightly again and replied "From sparring another 
student who was using daggers." 

"What about this one?" Otto asked softly as he let his lips brush 
against a scar on the nape of Wing's neck. Wing shivered immensely as 
he tried to recall how in fact he had gotten that scar. But alas his 



mind was blank and the only thing he could think about was Otto. Otto 
had eventually begun pressing his lips more firmly into Wing's neck 
then moved to his shoulder. Otto's hands had made themselves right at 
home resting on Wing's muscular hips. 

Unfortunately Otto was cut off by his black box beeping in his 
pocket. He sighed in frustration and checked it. It was Laura. Otto 
answered the call and started explaining why he was late (which of 
course was an excuse) when Laura cut him off and asked in a hushed 
voice "Is Wing naked?" Otto blushed and quickly said that Wing had 
just gotten out of the shower. Wing proceeded over to his wardrobe 
when Otto made a hand gesture to tell Wing to wait. Wing sat at his 
desk and attempted to dry off his hair some more. 

Otto ended the call with the excuse that he couldn't work on whatever 
piece of technology that was being built due to an essay that needed 
to be written. Otto looked up at Wing who was brushing out his hair. 
Without looking up. Wing asked "An essay huh?" Otto looked somewhat 
sheepish and shrugged. Wing got up and walked over to Otto then 
pushed him back into his desk chair. Wing smirked and said "We should 
probably work on that then." 


2 . Chapter 2 

Otto was awoken by his black box beeping irritatingly next to his 
ear. He picked it up and answered it on the "voice- only" 
setting . 

"Yes what is it?" 

"Mr. Malpense you're going to be late to your first class. It is 
currently 7:02 a.m. I suggest you get ready for the day soon. Or 
would you rather call in "sick"?" Otto really didn't appreciate the 
amount of sarcasm in H.I.V.E. mind's monotonous electronic voice and 
was very displeased to admit that he was right. Otto didn't think he 
was allowed to fake being sick. 

"Perhaps you should ask Mr. Fanchu, he's nearby isn't he?" H.I.V.E 
mind asked with fake innocence. Otto scowled at the screen even if 
H.I.V.E. mind couldn't see him. 

"Yes, good morning H.I.V.E mind. I'm going to be absent from all of 
my classes due to a massive headache. Otto has one as well. Please 
notify our teachers." Wing said without moving himself or opening his 
eyes . 

"Thank you Mr. Fanchu I will notify your teachers. I there anything 
else in which I can assist?" H.I.V.E. mind asked. 

"No thank you now if you'll excuse us more sleep seems to be a good 
idea." Otto replied hastily. 

"Very well Mr. Malpense." The black box shut off. Otto crawled on top 
of Wing and looked down at his drowsy face. 

"Do you really have a headache?" Otto asked. 


"No . " 



"Because I do." 


"I thought you seemed grouchier than usual this morning." 

"Wow, one night together and you can already read me like a book." 
Wing smirked and opened his eyes. Otto's hair was messy from sleep 
among other things. Wing smiled and kissed Otto on his forehead. "We 
might want to take care of that headache of yours." 

"It can waita€ 1 " Otto leaned down and kissed Wing softly but it 
quickly became more heated. 

Shelby was walking to the boys' quarters. She hadn't seen them at 
breakfast and thought they probably over slept, however 
uncharacterist ic it was especially for Wing. Perfect, long-haired, 
gorgeous Wing. She arrived at the door and tried to open it. It was, 
expectedly, locked. She pulled out her black box and called H.I.V.E 
mind . 


"Yes, can I help 

"H.I.V.E. mind I 

"I should not do 
residents . " 


you Miss Trinity?" 

need you to open this door." 

that without the permission of the 


"It's that, or I pry open this door. Either way I'm getting 

in . " 


"Have you tried knocking?" Shelby scowled at the black box then 
knocked on the door. There was no answer. "H.I.V.E. mind open this 
door." There was a pause then the door was opened. Shelby switched 
off the black box and opened the door quietly. She poked her head in 
the room and looked around. Wing's bed was empty and the bathroom 
wasn't occupied. She saw a bit of movement in Otto's bed. 

"Otto, do you have any idea what time it is?" Shelby asked with an 
edge to her voice. She was now standing in the doorway with her arms 
crossed. Otto's head shot up as he looked for the source of her 
voice. His face was red and he sat up on Wing's hips. 

"Where's Wing?" Shelby asked, obviously oblivious to his location 
under Otto. 


"Isn't he with you guys?" Otto asked trying to use Wing's hidden 
location to his advantage. 

"No, why do you think I came here?" 

"RightaO 1 I seem to recall him taking a shower than leaving to go to 
one of the classrooms." 


"Which one?" 


"I don't remember." 

"Bullshit" 

"I was half asleep and I have a headache. Would you kindly leave 
now?" Shelby sighed but decided not to argue. As she turned to leave 



though she thought she noticed something else moving on Otto's bed. 
It looked like long hair. 


"Ottoa€ 1 " Shelby asked with a mix of uncertainty and curiosity. 
"Who's in your bed?" Otto gulped and desperately tried to think of a 
way out of this. But there wasn't enough time and when Shelby leaned 
into the room her face was of pure surprise. 

"Oh my god." 

"Why hello ShelbyaO 1 " Wing greeted sheepishly from underneath Otto. 
Shelby glared at Otto not only for lying to her but also for taking 
her man. She walked out of the room and slammed the door shut. Otto 
looked down at Wing. "Were you and her a thing?" Wing raised an 
eyebrow . 

"No, why?" 

"She looked at me like I stole you." 


3 . Chapter 3 

Otto's black box beeped. He had been walking around the library 
trying to think of a way to convince Shelby not to tell anyone about 
Wing and him. Libraries always cleared his mind but it didn't seem to 
be working. He answered the call and saw it was H.I.V.E. mind. 

"Mr. Malpense your quarters have changed. You will now bunk with 
Franz. I assume you know where the dorm is located." 

Otto blinked at the screen and sighed. He supposed that it was 
inevitable anyway; perhaps a way to stoke his villainous 
tendencies . 

"Thank you H.I.V.E. mind." Otto didn't feel like discussing the 
matter so he ended the call. He decided to go see to Wing about it 
and get his books and such from the room. Otto entered the dorm and 
Wing looked up forlornly. He got up from his desk and walked over to 
Otto to embrace him. Otto hugged back and kissed wing sweetly on the 
lips. Wing wanted to deepen the kiss but restrained himself to keep 
the situation simple. Otto walked over to his desk and picked up his 
books then walked out the door to Franz's dorm down the hall. Wing 
went back to work, dreading what would come of this move. 

Otto walked into the dorm unceremoniously and dropped his books on 
his new desk. Nigel had already left (with his belongings) to move in 
with Wing. Franz was lounging on his bed (regrettably) in his 
boxers . 

"Oh good, you're here." Franz greeted as he got up from his bed and 
went to lock the door. Otto was on guard because he hadn't spent any 
time alone with Franz and his intentions were unclear. Otto took a 
step back from the larger male which was an instant mistake. 

Otto found out that the walls were indeed soundproof. 

He went into the shared bathroom and took a short shower. Even with 
all of the scrubbing though he still felt filthy. Otto dried off and 
dressed then examined the bruise on his cheek. It was noticeable but 



it could be said that it happened in a sparring accident . He hurried 
out of the room and tried not to limp as he made his way to Wing's 
dorm. He entered the room without saying a word but noticed Nigel 
sitting at the desk. Otto gave Nigel a cold look and Nigel left 
hastily. Wing noticed Otto's mood but couldn't place what he was 
feeling. Suddenly Otto collapsed to the floor. Wing rushed over and 
wrapped his arms around Otto wanting to soothe him but not sure what 
was wrong. To his surprise Otto pushed him away and fixed him with a 
wild look. 

"Otto what's wrong, I can't help if I don't know." Otto took deep 
breaths to regain his composure. Wing now noticed the bruise 
beginning to form on Otto's cheek. He tilted Otto's head to get a 
better look at it but Otto jerked his head away. 

"Otto, did Franz do something to you?" Otto visibly flinched at the 
name . 

"So?" It was a monotonous response but it was all Wing needed. His 
expression hardened. 

"Otto what did he do." 

"It doesn't matter." 

"Of course it does." 

"Why are you asking if you clearly know the answer?" Wing closed his 
eyes and sighed. He really hoped what he was assuming was 
incorrect . 

"Are you hurt?" It seemed like a stupid question but felt the need to 
ask anyway. Otto nodded and unzipped the front of his jumpsuit. There 
were dark bruises all over Otto's torso, mainly around his stomach. 
Wing took a moment to study the smaller boy and assess the damage. He 
noticed the bruises around Otto's wrists too now and felt anger 
bubble up inside of him (though he didn't let it show) . Wing kissed 
Otto gently then gave him a hickey right below his ear. Wing got up 
and left the room. 

(AN: I may or may not post the nsfw part, it's a bit intense but i 
might post it as the fourth chapter if you want to read it.) 


4 . What happened in chapS 

This is what happened after Otto switched dorms with Nigel. I cannot 
stress how trigger-y this chapter/ flashback is and I'm kind of 
nervous putting it here but i think it's probably good for the story 
for it to be present. **Trigger warning: for rape** 

Franz chuckled and walked to the door to close and lock it. He turned 
back to Otto, "With Nigel not here I've had no one to help me with a 
little problem of mine." Otto quickly thought of the possible 
outcomes of this situation and tried to find a way out. Unfortunately 
Franz didn't like wasting time. He moved quickly for someone his size 
and had Otto pinned to the wall in just a few seconds. Otto struggled 
but couldn't unpin his wrists from Franz's strong grip. Franz shoved 
his tongue down Otto's throat and kissed him savagely. He let go of 
one Otto's arms and reached down to palm the smaller boy's crotch. 



Otto gasped and tried to shove Franz away already knowing it was a 
futile effort. Franz tore off Otto's jumpsuit and boxers (as well as 
his own) and pushed him on the bed. Otto fell face-first onto the 
pillow. He tried to scramble up but Franz pinned his down yet again. 
Franz forced Otto's legs apart and pulled his hips up. Otto looked 
around desperately for something to use as a weapon but there was 
nothing nearby that could do any real damage. Without warning Franz 
slammed his dick into Otto and grabbed a fistful of his hair. Otto 
screamed in pain and felt tears in his eyes. Franz let out a moan 
which sickened Otto and he began thrusting in and out. With each 
thrust the pain increased and Otto finally shrieked. Franz moaned 
even louder at the response and cursed as he reached his climax and 
came inside Otto. Otto felt disgusting and he felt hot semen drip out 
of him as Franz pulled out. Otto wanted to leave but was petrified. 

He rolled onto his side and was about to curl up when he felt a fist 
slam into his stomach. His eyes shot open as several more punches 
landed not only on his stomach but even lower than that. Franz 
finished with a blow to Otto's cheek. "You tell anyone what we did 
and I'll make you regret it." Franz then dressed and left. 


5 . Chapter 4 

The next day during breakfast Wing scouted out Franz. He was sitting 
by himself at the end of the table. Apparently Otto wasn't at 
breakfast for Wing couldn't find him. Wing stalked over to where 
Franz was tearing into his food like a starving animal. 

"Franz," Wing greeted him as he sat down. 

"Ah Mr. Fanchu, I was hoping to see you this morning. Care to hear 
the events of yesterday." Franz taunted as he continued to eat. Wing 
clenched his fists under the table and bit back a rather harsh 
threat. He figured for Otto's sake he'd need to be careful about 
this; as difficult as that may be. 

"Wouldn't you love to hear about how your boyfriend looked on his 
knees this morning? How he was crying as he sucked me off? His hair 
is so soft and fun to pull; I think it turns him on. He wasn't as 
good as Nigel but he's far more attractive which helps more than 
you'd think." Wing was now boiling internally and fighting every 
instinct he had to snap Franz' neck. Franz sighed 

"Oh but he was a good boy and when I came he drank all of my-" Before 
Franz finished Wing swiftly jabbed him in a pressure point on his 
neck causing him to flinch harshly and glare at Wing. 

"You'd better be careful Fanchu; your actions have as much of an 
impact on Otto as his own." Franz snickered at his own pun. Wing knew 
that no matter how much he hurt Franz he would always recover and if 
he killed him Wing probably wouldn't be able to stay where he was in 
the program. For the first time in his life Wing felt powerless. He'd 
need more time to think up a solution for his predicament. Wing got 
up to leave but before he could walk away Franz grabbed his wrist. 
Wing immediately noticed that Franz was much more built then when he 
first came to H.I.V.E. 

"Fanchu, your boy is a lost cause. If you ever get him back he'll be 
so traumatized he'll want to _die_ and there'll be nothing you'll be 
able to do to help him. The best part is that it'll be your fault for 



not keeping your feelings in check and keeping him safe. Tonight, I'm 
going to fuck that boy until he bleeds." Wing glared down at Franz so 

fiercely that even Franz looked a little nervous. Wing jerked his arm 

out of the larger boy's grip and stalked out of the cafeteria. He 
headed to Franz's dorm and banged on the door. Otto opened the door a 
crack to see who it is. When he saw Wing he opened the door enough to 

stand in the frame. Wing looked down at Otto and wanted to cry. He 

was thinner, even if only by a little, and had more bruises on his 
face and around his neck. Wing pulled Otto into a gentle hug but Otto 
shoved him away. Otto looked like a trapped animal and he took a step 
back into the room. 

"Otto I'm sorry," Wing put his hands up to show that he didn't want 
to force anything on Otto. "Otto you need food and you need to get 
out of this room." He smelled like vomit and sweat and he looked like 
he'd been crying. "Why don't we go back to my dorm while everyone's 
at breakfast?" Wing held out his hand for the smaller boy who 
tentatively took it. They walked back to Wing's dorm holding hands. 
They entered the room and Otto's hand dropped. 

"Do you want to take a shower?" Wing asked gently. Otto nodded but 
didn't walk to the bathroom. "Do you want help?" Wing asked thinking 
it was a bad idea. Otto hesitated and looked up at Wing skeptically 
but when he found no malice he nodded again. Wing led him to the 
bathroom and turned on the shower. He helped Otto out of his jumpsuit 
then he got out of his own. They both got in the shower and Wing 
started to wash Otto's hair. Otto's eyes were focused on the floor 
and his body was trembling slightly. Wing now had a chance to 
completely assess the damage that was done. Nearly Otto's entire 
abdomen was badly bruised along with his inner thighs and wrists. 

What really concerned Wing were the bruises around Otto's neck. Wing 
turned him around to examine his back and saw deep, irritated scratch 
marks all down his back. He helped Otto wash off being very careful 
about his injuries. He wasn't sure how Otto felt about Wing washing 
his legs but gave it a shot. He started with his feet then worked up 
slowly to his shins and calves. Otto closed his eyes and sighed still 
a little nervous but feeling more relaxed. Wing worked his way up 
Otto's legs, glancing up at him to make sure he's okay with it. Wing 
stopped a little above Otto's mid thighs and started to get up. Otto 
put a hand on Wing's shoulder and without opening his eyes said 
"Don't stop." So Wing knelt down again and continued to wash Otto 
until his entire body was cleaned. They got out of the shower and 
dried off then put their clothes back on. They stood in the bathroom 
for a moment and Otto looked up at Wing. He tried to smile but 
instead broke down in tears. Wing didn't hesitate this time to gather 
Otto up in his arms and stroke his hair. Most of what he was saying 
was incoherent but Wing did pick up a few things: "What the hellaOl 
too good for mea€ 1 I'm disgust inga€ 1 rather die than go backa€ 1 " Wing 
thought about what Franz had said earlier about Otto dying. He hugged 
the smaller boy a little closer as he continued to cry. 

They went to go lay down on Wing's bed; Otto on his back and Wing on 
his side. Otto had mentioned that he was incredibly sore and that it 
hurt to do pretty much anything except for lying down. They knew they 
were skipping class but this is a school for villains so who cares. 
Wing continued to play with Otto's hair when there was a knock at the 
door. Wing jumped up and went to the door to open it a crack. It was 
Shelby . 


"Yeah?" Shelby looked up at Wing slightly put-off by his greeting. 



"Could you walk with me for a minute?" She asked using her best 
persuasive voice. Wing scratched the back of his head, "I'm a little 
busy right nowa€ 1 " Shelby put her hands on her hips. "Well if you're 
fully clothed it can't be terribly important." Wing blushed slightly, 
"One second." He ducked back inside and walked over to Otto. "I'm 
going to go see what Shelby wants but I'll be back soon." Otto looked 
up, his face unreadable, and then nodded. "Please hurry back." Wing 
leaned down and kissed Otto on the forehead then walked out the door 
being sure to lock it. Shelby looked more irritated than before but 
when she noticed Wing there she perked up a bit. "So, why the sudden 
interest in a walk?" Wing asked skeptically. "Oh, just to catch up a 
bit, we haven't talked in a while." Wing frowned slightly that she 
interrupted him for something so trivial. She talked for a bit about 
what she had been doing as they walked to the library. She mentioned 
sparring with Franz and Wing tuned into to what she was saying. "He's 
gotten quite a bit stronger since we came here but also more 
arrogant. That's typically his downfall." She chuckled. "Literally. 
What an idiot. He wouldn't last two days here if it weren't for his 
infamous parents." Wing recalled that his parents were in fact 
infamous villains, yet another reason he couldn't kill or maim Franz. 
"Didn't he just switch roommates though?" Shelby asks not really 
intending for Wing to answer. She took a breath to continue speaking 
when Wing interrupted with a firm "Yes, " Shelby looked over at him 
and waited for him to elaborate. Wing looked up at her, "Otto 
switched with Nigel." Shelby seemed unfazed by this and jabbered on. 
"Speaking of Otto what did I walk in on yesterday? Why were you two 
in the same bed?" She asked accusatorially . Wing blushed again but 
didn't respond waiting for her to continue. Shelby, however, 
continued to stare down Wing and expected an answer for this is what 
the whole walk was about. Not wanting to have to explain himself to 
her he replied with: "I really need to get back, I was in the middle 
of something really important. When I get a free moment we'll 
continue our talk, okay?" With that he walked away leaving a fuming 
Shelby in his wake. 

A.N.) Wow what are paragraphs. It's been a while yo, sorry this thing 
got so serious it was supposed to be cute but ya know. I hit a block 
for a while but i think updates should be more frequent because 
summer and free time and yay. Why doesn't like contract ions ? 


6. Chapter 5 

While Wing was out on his walk with Shelby, Nigel had stopped by the 
room to pick up some stuff. Otto was tempted to ask if Franz had done 
the same thing to him as he did to Otto. He was reluctant though 
because it was rather humiliating to be so easily overpowered. Nigel 
glanced at Otto sympathetically for he knew exactly why Otto was 
acting the way he was. However circumstances were different which 
made things very different for the both of them. Nigel left after he 
got what he needed and Otto sighed. He was still terrified but the 
longer he thought about it the angrier he got. He was so weak 
regardless of how smart he was sometimes brainpower could only go so 
far. Otto decided when Shelby returned he would ask her about helping 
him become stronger. Wing returned to the room looking slightly 
troubled. He walked over to the bed and lay down next to Otto who was 
staring at the ceiling. 


"Shelby suspects us being together." Wing informed him. 



"Yeah she probably does." 


"Should we tell her?" 

"It's not necessary that she knows so there's no reason to tell her." 
Otto had a feeling that she was not only jealous but also frustrated 
that Wing didn't trust her enough. However he thought that now might 
be a good time to test Wing and see where his priorities lie. 

"You need to eat." Wing stated. He had always been concerned about 
Otto's weight. Whenever he was buried in an important project he 
would consider eating "non-essential" and lose a lot of weight. The 
fact that he was skinny made him an easy target and without food he 
would only be easier to harass. 

Otto thought that eating would be pointless because he would only 
throw it up again and he really didn't want to waste more time in the 
bathroom. He climbed over Wing and walked over to the door. 

"You'd better be going to go eat something or God help me I will 
force feed you." Wing threatened. Otto paused at the door to look 
back at Wing, who was now standing. "Otto," Wing walked over to the 
boy, "you _need_ to eat." Wing hugged Otto from behind. He felt him 
stiffen and his breathing quicken. Wing quickly let go and turned 
Otto around only to see that he'd gone pale and his expression had 
become fearful . 

"Otto? Otto, it's just me." Wing realized his mistake and tried to 
soothe the boy. "Otto I'm not going to hurt you. I'm here to help you 
and protect you." Wing thought that was a bit far fetched knowing 
what had happened to Otto. "It's not your fault, Otto. No matter 
what, it's never your fault." Otto had no idea what Wing was talking 
about. Of course it wasn't his fault. They don't know for sure what 
initiated the dorm change and if it was their relationship the blame 
would be on both of them. But if anything this whole psychological 
mess was Franz's fault. Coming to that realization Otto snapped back 
to his original train of thought: getting stronger. Wing was still 
trying to soothe him and still speaking gibberish about blame. Otto 
silenced Wing by hugging him and apologizing for scaring him. 

"Otto, please let's just go and eat." Wing pleaded. Otto complied and 
they headed to the cafeteria. 

Breakfast was over by now but they still had food to serve. Wing made 
sure Otto had plenty to eat and they went to go sit at one of the 
tables. Otto ate most of his food even though he still felt queasy. 
After they ate Wing headed back to his dorm and Otto went to go find 
Shelby . 

He walked to her dorm and knocked on the door. Laura answered. 

"Otto Malpense, have I got a bone to pick with you." She looked angry 
and her Scottish accent sounded more prominent. "Where have you been 
for the last couple of days? You just disappeared! I have been 
waiting on you for that piece for the-" Otto blocked her out and 
looked into the dorm for Shelby. When he saw she wasn't there he 
interrupted Laura's rant. "Laura I'm sorry it's been a stressful few 
days but I really need to find Shelby. Could you tell me where she 
is?" Laura looked livid by now and about ready to slap the boy. "Were 
you not listening to me at all? She's been gone a lot too; out 



'gathering information' as she says. So I haven't a clue where she is 
right now! Maybe check the sparring rings or something she's always 
there blowing off steam and causing injuries to others." Laura 
started ranting about how pointless sports like those were unless 
they were used against people meaning to cause others harm. Her 
accent was very hard to understand by this point and Otto was trying 
to find a way out of the situation. When Laura noticed Otto had 
stopped paying attention again she grabbed him by the collar and 
started yelling again. At the gesture he started to feel panicky 
again and his knees started to get weak. He tried taking deep breaths 
but Laura only yelled louder and her grip grew fiercer. 

"Laura! Please let go!" Laura looked ready to tell him that he 
deserved a lecture far worse than this but she stopped herself when 
she saw how shaken Otto looked. She released her hold on Otto's 
jumpsuit and he fell to the floor. 

"Otto, what the hell? What's wrong?" She knelt down next to him while 
he tried to catch his breath. "It's okay I'm fine. Just a little 
shaken up is all." Otto tried to convince her. "Otto, you're not 
fine. I know my rants can be heated but they're never _that_ 
terrifying. What happened?" Otto didn't respond. He was still ashamed 
about it. He got up off the floor when he finally got his breathing 
under control. "Otto, if something happened you need to get help." 
Laura wasn't mad anymore, only concerned. She was going to rub his 
back but decided against it in case of another panic attack. "I'll 
get that piece to you soon." Otto said quietly before walking to the 
sparring rings . 

(AN: Classes are for chumps no one goes to class, all the cool kids 
skip class. 1 was gonna put something here but 1 forgot what it was. 
well updates are more frequent (not that anyone reads this) because 
summer gives me time to write at 4 a.m.. urn oh yeah: if you're 
confused as to why Otto freezes up it's a mix between trauma and 
panic attacks because rape fucks people up. i can't feel my 
feet . ) 


7 . Chapter 6 

Wing had gone back to his dorm after leaving Otto. He'd missed a lot 
of classes in the past few days and though his education was not his 
top priority at the moment he still felt the needed to keep up. He 
opened one of his text books and began to read the chapter. After a 
while he grew bored and his mind began to wander. 

He thought about what had happened and what could have facilitated 
the dorm change. It wasn't impossible that their relationship had 
been found out; they weren't making a conscious effort to cover it up 
after all. It would make sense if Shelby had been the one to report 
it though her motivation was unclear and changing rooms seemed a bit 
drastic. Wing wasn't pretending he didn't know about Shelby's 
feelings for him; he just didn't want to acknowledge them because it 
made things that much more complicated. It seemed too childish for 
Shelby to want Wing so bad that she'd separate him and Otto but 
apparently people at H.I.V.E. are not all that they seem. Franz for 
example seemed like bumbling, fat, German brat who cared about 
nothing but food though given recent events Wing wasn't sure how true 
that was. There is always a possibility of H.I.V.E. doing experiments 
on certain students altering their personalities for the sake of 



speeding up their transition to an evil mastermind. It sounds 
farfetched but stranger things have happened. Then there was Otto who 
apparently wasn't as resilient to physical and emotional trauma as 
Wing thought he ' d be . He didn't have an easy life before he was sent 
to H.I.V.E. but he certainly wasn't abused by anyone in a physical 
sense. Perhaps the culture shock of how cruel people can be just for 
their own benefit was surprising to him. In any event he hadn't 
expected Otto to begin having panic attacks by mere touches. Wing 
felt so helpless because he wasn't known for using his words to 
placate others but instead his actions. Any sort of physical contact 
he tried to use to soothe Otto was risky. 

Wing pinched the bridge of his nose. He had long since stopped 
studying and decided to give up on trying. Instead he headed over to 
Franz ' s dorm . 

Meanwhile Otto had gone to the sparring rings to find Shelby. She had 
been sparring with a rather beefy henchman though she knocked him out 
in less than a minute. Otto waved over Shelby and made up an excuse 
as to why he was requesting her assistance with training. She agreed 
to help but with a price. 

"I will help you Otto, but you have to answer a question of 
mine . " 

Otto braced himself, "Fine, what do you want to know." 

"How is Wing in bed?" 

Otto blinked. He had no idea how to respond. Instead he stood there 
gaping like a fish, floundering to respond. Was this some sort of 
test? Did she want to know if they slept together? Didn't she already 
know? What were her motives; were they for her gain or Otto's loss? 
Shelby waited patiently as Otto asked himself these questions and his 
face gradually grew redder. It was clear that he wasn't getting out 
of this if he wanted her help but he wasn't sure he wanted to spout 
off about what their relations were behind closed doors. 

"Could youa€ 1 rephrase the question?" 

"You've had sex with Wing right?" Shelby inquired. 

"WellaOl yeah." Otto scratched the back of his head 
uncomfortably . 

"Then tell me what he was like." Shelby prompted. Otto took a deep 
breath and reminded himself that this was a small price to pay for 
Shelby's help. 

"Well uha€ 1 he wasa€ 1 confident, and seemed pretty experienced I 
supposeaO 1 " Otto felt incredibly uncomfortable telling Shelby about 
this. "He wasa€ 1 dominant too if that's relevant." Shelby nodded very 
seriously and seemed to scowl at Otto. She held up her hand as a sign 
for him to stop. Otto exhaled and felt very drained suddenly. 

"I will help you Otto Malpense but only on my own time." Otto nodded 
and thanked Shelby then escaped back into the main part of the 
school . 

Wing headed to Franz's dorm and firmly knocked on the door. There 



were classes going on so Wing wasn't certain Franz would be there. 
After about a minute of waiting he turned around and started to walk 
back to his own dorm. He didn't get far however and was stopped by 
the sound of an opening door. 

"What brings you by Fanchu?" Franz questioned in his thick German 
accent . Wing turned around to see the German boy leaning against the 
wall. Fortunately he was wearing his jumpsuit though it was un-zipped 
more than necessary. 

"I just dropped by to talk with you." 

"Then please come inside." Franz requested with a smirk. Wing felt a 
sense of dread at what Franz was playing at though he walked into the 
room anyway. 

Wing noticed how the room was messy and smelled acrid. There were 
clothes strewn about the room and both beds were unmade. Franz closed 
the door to the room and stood in front of I with his arms crossed, 
looking at Wing carefully. Wing returned his gaze with his own steely 
glare. They continued this for a good few minutes until Franz broke 
the silence. 

"Did you come here to have a staring contest with me Fanchu?" He 
asked with a hint of impatience. Instead of responding to Franz's 
question Wing walked over to him and backed him up against the door. 
Wing was significantly taller then the German boy and he looked down 
at him still glaring. Franz felt very small and vulnerable at that 
moment and shifted uncomfortably. 

Without warning Wing leaned forward and began to kiss Franz's neck. 
The German squirmed around but Wing had a firm grip and both of his 
arms so he stayed pinned to the door. Wing started out kissing softly 
but soon was becoming more aggressive. Franz tried and failed to 
stifle a moan. 

"Hey, don't you have your weak-ass boyfriend to worry about? I don't 
think he'd be too crazy about you having your hands all over someone 
else." Wing ignored Franz's weak attempt to dissuade him from what he 
was doing. He unzipped Franz's jumpsuit and started to slide it off 
his shoulders. Franz was apprehensive about Wing's motives but didn't 
make an effort to stop him. The jumpsuit hit the floor. Wing dragged 
Franz over to the bed and pinned him down. Wing glared down at Franz 
in a menacing way. 

It had been a long four hours for the German boy. 

He supposed he had it coming; raping Wing Fanchu 's boyfriend was like 
setting a baby tiger on fire in front of its mother (or something 
along those lines) . Franz was incredibly sore. So much so in fact 
that he couldn't move from where Wing had left him on the bed. So he 
didn't; he drifted in and out of sleep and silently prayed that he 
could move soon to go and eat. 

(AN: I've been stuck on that last 2 paragraphs for a week and it only 
took 10 minutes to finish them. It still kind of sucks but who 
cares . ) 


8 . Chapter 7 



After leaving Franz, Wing went back to his own dorm and took a 
rigorous shower. He was still boiling with anger. It seems that his 
previous subconscious reminders were correct in that it was not 
likely inflicting immense pain on Franz in anyway would curb his 
rancor. Or maybe he just needed to do it again. He figured that even 
dead Franz would continue to piss him off. 

After Otto had left the sparring rings he went back to Wing's dorm 
though when he knocked on the door there was no answer. So instead he 
began to walk to the library. Before he could make it to his 
destination however he was intercepted by a group of security guards. 
The tallest (and generally biggest) spoke to him: 

"Otto Malpense we need you to come with us without 
resistance . " 

Naturally the boy was apprehensive and he paused for an explanation. 
However one did not come and instead a single gunshot rung out and 
echoed off the hall walls. Otto flinched and was dazed for a moment 
though he was ripped back into reality by a harsh punch to the 
stomach. Several punches followed the first mainly directed at his 
face and abdomen. The onslaught of attacks didn't stop until he was 
on the brink of blacking out. He was dragged away in his almost 
unconscious state. 

That night Wing had been in bed continuing his inquiry of his action 
when the door slid open. He sat up in bed and turned his body toward 
the door to see many H.I.V.E. security workers at his door fully 
armed and clad in bullet proof vests and shields. Wing tensed and 
stood up slowly with his hands showing. 

"Is there a problem?" Wing asked carefully. The platoon trained their 
guns on him in which he responded with emphasizing his raised 
hands . 

"Wing Fanchu we have been told that you are incredibly dangerous and 
have assaulted another student to the point of immobility. We're 
going to frisk you for any weapons that may be on your person. Do not 
make any sudden movements or we will open fire." The apparent leader 
motioned for one of his men to go and pat-down Wing. As he was 
frisking Wing, Nigel woke up in the other bed and immediately asked 
Wing what was going on. Suddenly two of the security guards opened 
fire on Nigel and killed him. Wing responded within the second and 
knocked out the guard by kneeing him in the head. He grabbed the 
shield and gun and crouched down opening fire on the security guards' 
knees. They all fell and Wing sprung up and shot each of them in the 
neck as he exited the room. 

Now that he had a moment he caught his breath and let the fact that 
Nigel was dead sink in. He felt his throat close up but he didn't 
cry. The hallway was empty though it likely wouldn't be for long. He 
grabbed ammunition from the guns the guards had on them and stashed 
them in various pockets on his jumpsuit. Silently he moved through 
the hall, glancing behind him often. He looked around the corner and 
saw another group of guards approaching. To save time he shot at 
their knees again and repeated the procedure. He picked up extra 
ammunition and headed down another hall. Wing listened for a few 
seconds then leaned against the wall to collect himself. 



It didn't make a lot of sense. Franz was an asshole but he wouldn't 
call H.I.V.E. security because of Wing's assault on him; it just 
wasn't his style (he was too proud) . Wing had also been dwelling on 
how Franz had been behaving. Either he was a very good actor (like 
Shelby was) or something happened to him whether it is chemically or 
psychologically induced. In the beginning of their H.I.V.E. 
experience both Wing and Otto experienced a sort of temporary 
amnesia. This could mean that the neurological sciences and 
technology at this school were significantly more advanced and could 
do more than just muddle certain people's thoughts. It's entirely 
possible that they completely altered Eranz ' s personality though 
given his recent actions and behavior it's still unlikely that he 
reported what happened (mainly because if they altered his 
personality there must have been a purpose and therefore he would be 
monitored anyway) . This meant either someone else called it in or 
H.I.V.E. was simply monitoring them that closely. 

Then there was Nigel's murder. H.I.V.E. is a sophisticated 
establishment, not a jail. Most of the kids (Nigel especially) aren't 
much of a threat at this point. Immediately shooting at an unknown 
noise without hesitation is not something that would be encouraged in 
H.I.V.E.; too much power to the guards. This suggests that Nigel was 
purposefully murdered which would mean they were trying to rattle 
Wing seeing as he was the only witness. This emphasizes the idea that 
throughout the past few weeks H.I.V.E. seemed to be nudging them in a 
certain direction: anger and frustration. Wing and Otto being 
separated, Otto getting raped, and now Nigel being killed are all 
very suspicious events to all occur in such a short amount of 
time . 

What was truly bothering Wing was what they were trying to accomplish 
by emotionally breaking them. Perhaps their plans to escape were 
discovered and instead of stopping them by force they'd just break 
their spirits and be brainwashed into typical H.I.V.E. graduates. 
Maybe statistics have shown that the most effective super-villains 
were those who went through a lot of emotional trauma in their early 
years. If that were the case however then weren't Otto and Wing 
already ahead of the curve? Maybe they were just trying to help them 
reach their full villainous potential. It was still unclear so Wing 
continued on. 

Wing encountered more security guards and mowed them down in the same 
way he had been. Typically he wouldn't have wanted to kill so many 
people but he was still angry about Nigel's death along with the 
whole predicament. 

As he shot the last guard he heard another group of them approaching. 
He dropped to one knee behind a shield but froze before he could 
shoot. A rather burly looking guard with scars distorting his face 
stood at the front of the group holding a semi-conscious Otto by the 
arm. Otto's face was covered with bruises and he had a bloody nose. 
Wing lifted the gun to shoot at the guard but as he did there was a 
sickening crunch which Wing could only assume was Otto arm being 
crushed . 

(A.N. If you think I'm writing out four hours of whatever Wing was 
doing to Eranz you're not right. Maybe i should change the summary. 

My dog keeps staring at me I think he wants to fight. Bring it on 
dog . ) 



9. Chapter 8 


Otto's eyes snapped open and a shriek was torn from his throat. The 
pain in his arm was tremendous and the fact that even more pressure 
was still being applied only amplified it. Otto's vision was blurred 
and in a few seconds he blacked out. 

The guard looked disappointed when Otto fainted. He dropped him on 
the ground with disinterest and aimed his gun at Otto's 
head . 

"Mister Fanchu, drop your weapon or he dies." Wing was almost 
compelled to agree but given the killing spree he just went on he 
figured that simply giving up was kind of stupid. If anything he was 
at a similar success rate as the platoon was. So he aimed his gun and 
shot the scar-faced guard in the head. He dropped to the ground dead 
and the rest of the guards looked more than a little shocked. Wing 
didn't stop though, he started shooting at the rest of them; mostly 
aiming for their knees and legs again. When all of them had at least 
one bullet wound he stood up and killed who he could from a distance, 
being careful not to hit Otto. When he did what he could from far 
away he walked over and finished off the surviving guards. 

Wing dropped his gun and shield and fell to the ground next to Otto 
looking at him for any other severe wounds besides his crushed arm. 
However Wing wasn't a doctor so he didn't really know what he was 
looking for in the way of other potentially broken bones. Otto was 
badly bruised though and he might have had a broken nose. Wing 
kneeled over the other boy and held his face in his hands, lightly 
slapping it so as to wake him up. Otto stirred but did not fully 
wake. Wing sighed and looked around for guards while he tried to 
figure out a plan. 

As he was thinking though, he did not notice a certain infamous spy 
who was known to lurk around H.I.V.E. in the shadows. She shot Wing 
with several tranquilizers, recalling how many it took when they 
first brought Wing to the school. Bewildered, Wing spun around 
looking for the source of the attack but the effects were kicking in 
too quickly and the spy was not visible. Within seconds. Wing passed 
out and fell to the ground next to Otto. 

The spy called for a group of guards to come and get the boys. 

When Wing woke up he was in an almost comically stereotypical jail 
cell made up with barred doors and a toilet in the corner. He had a 
roaring headache but when he tried to touch his head his arms were 
stopped by handcuffs that connected him to the bed. With his 
awareness of his situation (which was not a preferable one) came the 
memory of what had happened when he was last conscious. He would have 
panicked but decided Otto was probably fine. If they had been using 
him as a bargaining chip to stop Wing's murder rampage than they'd 
probably us him to get whatever else they wanted from Wing. After all 
if Otto dies then there is nothing that they can get out of Wing 
(because of either his immense grief over Otto or just out of bitter 
spite for killing him) . 

As Wing was thinking someone came to the door and unlocked it, then 
entered. They left the door open in a mocking manner because what 
really could Wing do to get to the door? The "someone" was a man and 



seemed to be an important one (not that that would change anything) 
given the suit he was wearing. He had an irritated look in his eyes 
and walked over to Wing's bed. 

"Mister Fanchu, you've cost the school quite a lot of guards due to 
yesterday's events." Well now he knew that he'd been out for close to 
24 hours if not more. 

"Do you know why we went to so much trouble to get you here?" The 
question sounded more like a statement so Wing didn't answer. 

"Well it wouldn't do any good to tell you at this point so let's just 
deem it unimportant for right now." A pause. 

"Aren't you wondering if your boyfriend is okay?" The question 
sounded unscripted as opposed to the rest of what he'd said so 
far . 

"Not particularly." Wing responded. The man looked thoughtful and 
almost disappointed. 

"Well that's not very pertinent anyway. What _is_ pertinent however 
is what will happen to you now." A pair of nurses walked into the 
cell holding a silver brief case (the one you might find a bio-weapon 
or syringes with dangerous medication in it) . They opened the case 
and the man in the suit took out a syringe with potentially dangerous 
medication in it. The last thing Wing remembered was being injected 
with whatever was in the syringe and then he blacked out. 

Otto woke up in a similar situation only his cell was white and 
didn't have any bars, only an automated door with a panel next to it. 
The room was completely empty besides Otto. He sat there for a couple 
of minutes not sure if he should be figuring out how to escape or if 
he should just wait and see what happened. 

Thankfully he didn't have to wait long. The door slid open and the 
same man in the suit walked into the room. He looked down at Otto 
distastefully and stepped out of the way of the door. The next people 
to enter the room appeared to be scientists with tablets, presumably 
to take notes on something. The last person to enter was Wing. 

Wing walked in and looked around not noticing anything at first but 
then noticed the small boy still on the ground. 

The scientists took notes. 

Otto got up and tried to walk to Wing but wound up tripping and 
falling over again. 

The scientists took notes. 

Wing's initial reaction was to help the boy and walked over to him to 
help him up. 

The scientists took notes. 

Otto looked up at Wing as he was helping and noticed something seemed 
different. However he was too jarred at this point to care and took 
what he got. He threw himself at Wing and latched onto him in a hug, 
burying his face in Wing's chest and almost crying. Wing looked at 



the smaller boy confused but didn't want to be rude so he hesitantly 
embraced him. 


The scientists took notes. 

"Umm, I'm sorry but I don't seem to recall who you are." Wing said 
somewhat quietly. Otto froze momentarily then stepped away from Wing. 
He noticed what Wing did in fact look at him differently. Instead of 
knowing there was confusion; instead of concern there was 
pity . 

"Winga€ 1 don't you know who I am?" Otto asked tentatively. 

The scientists took notes. 

Wing glanced at the man in the suit before shaking his head. 

(A.N. See it says all the contractions are wrong but they're not. 
yeah it's been a while i know but whatever, a lot of stuff went down 
this chapter don't ya think.) 


10. Chapter 9 

Otto felt his entire world collapse. Wing didn't know who he was or 
what they had been. In that moment Otto lost any reason for living. 
Wing had been the one thing that kept him going; the mere idea of him 
getting better had rested on Wing's willingness to help. Why would he 
want to help now? Otto didn't mean anything to him so why would he 
give a shit about whether or not Otto had been raped. 

Otto crumpled to the floor, too despair stricken to cry. He just 
stared at the ground and felt like throwing up. Wing had knelt down 
to at least try and comfort Otto but before he could say anything he 
was grabbed by both arms and hauled out of the room. The man with the 
clipboard walked over to Otto. 

"Your next meal will be in 20 minutes." He said with a hint of a 
smirk and then exited the room. 

The meal arrived as was promised but was left untouched. Otto didn't 
know how much they needed him. For all he knew they'd let him starve 
to death, which is all he really wanted at the moment. Three times a 
day the same meal would be delivered and three times a day it would 
be taken back in the same state as it had arrived only cold. On the 
fifth day of his fast the man in the suit came by Otto's cell. He 
walked into the room and closed the door behind him. 

"Mr. Malpense, as I understand it, you haven't been eating any of 
your meals. The records say you don't have allergies to any of the 
foods we're giving you so there shouldn't be any problem, should 
there?" Otto slowly shook his head but didn't look up from the floor. 
The man took a step forward. 

"Then would you mind telling me why you aren't eating?" Otto tensed 
at the advance, subtle as it was. He didn't dare move or speak and 
simply waited for what was to come. The man sighed and made a motion 
with his hand. A person in scrubs came into the room and set a tray 
of food down in front of Otto. The person then left the room. 



"Mr. Malpense we still need you for our experiment so you're not 
going to get out of it but starving yourself to death." The man 
nudged he tray closer to Otto. He dared to glance up at the man who 
looked down expectantly. Otto reached out for the food and picked up 
a piece of bread, then took a tentative bite. It didn't bring him any 
satisfaction like it would for any other starving person, but he ate 
it anyway. Even after that single slice he felt sick. However the man 
was still there and probably would remain there until Otto ate his 
whole meal. 

It took close to a half hour but eventually Otto got it all down 
(eager as it was to come back up) . The man had left with the tray 
once Otto had finished and then he was once again alone to 
dwell . 

About an hour later the door opened and the man in the suit had 
returned along with a pair of nurses, a pair of guards, and Wing. 

Wing looked the same as he had since they'd been in their bizarre 
cells; ignorant and slightly curious. He did the same thing as the 
first time and finally noticed Otto on the floor. Otto got up just 
like last time but before he could go anywhere the two guards walked 
over to Otto and began beating him with bats similar to police 
batons. Otto recoiled and tripped over himself trying to back away. 
Wing didn't stand by to watch the scene but instead ran to Otto's aid 
and disabled the two guards (pressure points or something) . They both 
fell to the ground along either side of Otto. Wing rolled over Otto, 
who had curled up on the floor, and tried to soothe him in any way he 
could. The smaller boy was trembling harshly and flinched at Wing's 
touch. Wing thought it was a little weird since he didn't know this 
boy and likely vice versa. The boy looked up at Wing and studied him 
closely before clinging to his jumpsuit. Otto pulled him down so he 
could whisper in his ear: 

"Please never lose your compassion Wing. I fear without it you and I 
will both become lost without the hope of being found." 

With that statement Wing was once again hauled out of the room but 
not without some reluctance. Wing didn't want to leave this boy; he 
wanted to ask him what he'd meant. He wanted to comfort him even if 
he hadn't a clue how this boy knew him or his name. He didn't know 
what was happening or why he couldn't remember anything, anything at 
all really, but he knew he needed to help Otto and that the people 
here weren't here to help him. When he saw the man in the suit 
advancing towards Otto he struggled against the nurses and threw 
himself against one of them to crush them against the wall. He 
punched the other one once his arm was free and sprinted back into 
the room. He tackled the man in the suit and knocked him to the 
ground . 

(A.N. I should clarify some things. Wing is acting purely on what he 
knows and I guess some faint memory (muscle memory?) he might have 
which is why he's biased against the people who are keeping them 
captive (not to mention their behavior, superiority complex, and how 
they treat both Otto and Wing) . Also in the beginning of the chapter 
Otto is portrayed as super dependant on Wing because the incident 
that occurred in chapter 3 left Otto questioning a lot of things so 
he clung on the one concrete thing which was Wing and their 
relationship; not to say that's a healthy thing to do. A lot of bad, 
confusing stuff has happened to Otto so he may do some things that 
aren't entirely morally right/ healthy because he's not a perfect 



human being. I just felt the need to explain some things so people 
wouldn't assume things.) 


End 
f ile . 



